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attempts in all, each crude structure being swept
away like its predecessors. Precious days were
wasted, and eventually we were forced to turn to the
broad river which, though too deep to ford, was
calm at one place and gave us a chance to cross by
raft with a rope.
We soon had knocked together a flimsy raft of
sorts and were ready to make the attempt. I feared
that our cable was all too short for the broad span,
but with the assistance of Cajas and Pons it was
eventually stretched to the other bank and secured.
This was made possible through Cajas finding a
foothold on a small rock in the middle of the
swiftly moving river, while Pons poled and paddled
himself across, held from being swept into the
rapids by the cable, and was the first to set foot on
the far bank. The cable had reached all right, but
with little to spare.
Meanwhile, I had been lying on our side of the
river directing them. Inability to shout instruc-
tions, owing to my injured lungs, necessitated my
speaking them to Pasmino, who, in turn, would yell
them across to Cajas. Then they were relayed to
Pons, who signalled his arrival by a wave, for a
short distance below this calm stretch was a cas-
cade, the roar from which was deafening.
Once the ferry line was secure, Pons started back
in the raft by means of a short safety rope looped
around the cable and secured to the raft.
On our side we waited eagerly as he started, draw-